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Al Family History I: 
A begining 


It all began with a man. 
As you would expect, his 
name happened to be Al. 
He was my father. My 
recolections of him are 
dim, for I had not very 
much time to get to 
know him, or in fact my 
mother. Most of my 
impresssions are those of 
a child, and thus 
somewhat skewed towards 
the viewpoint of a child. 
Both of my parents were, 
to my eyes, giants. They 
knew everything, and 
spent as much time with 
me and my brothers as 
they could. My father 
was a big man, even 
after considering that I 
was not very large at 
the time. My mother was 
just tall enough to fit 
underneath my father's 
chin. To me it was a 
wonderus thing to see my 
father come up from 
behind my mother, wrap 
her in his arms, kiss her 
neck, and sit his chin 
upon the top of her 
head. I can still hear the 
sound of my mothers 
voice as she chided him 
for doing it, while her 


voice held only the sound 
of love. To this day I 
have prefered women that 
match me in that way. 

As to thier profesions I 
was not old enough to 
understand what they did, 
only that they each left 
at different times, yet 
one of them was always 
near. I know at least 
that my father was a 
warrior, for I can 
remember him careing for 
his blade by the fire for 
hours. Most likely he was 
part of the town guard, 
but that is but a guess. 
My mothers name was 
Aloosia. Her profesion 
I have not been able to 
figure out, even after 
pondering for many years. 
I think that perhaps she 
was a mage, for it would 
explain my own attraction 
to the mystical arts, as 
well as the feelings of 
familiarity with the 
trapings of magic that I 
experienced when I began 
my training with basic 
spells. All in all I lived in 
a good home and was well 
loved by both of my 
parents. Of my brothers 
I have said little. I do 
not remember them 
well from this time. 

What I did recall was 
three anoyances and my 
twin. Ah! Didn't expect 
that I could write this 
long without mentioning 
such a thing about myself 
eh? Then you must 
understand that the first 
part of this tale is of 
my parents, and not the 


children. They will come 
into the pages, their lives 
will be recorded with ink. 
Yet now is not the time 
for them. Other than to 
say that my twin, 
Alczeaair, was so much a 
part of me that niether 
of us considered each 
other to be separate. We 
were for all purposes one 
bieng in two bodies. As 
to the rest of my 
brothers you must also 
understand that I was 

just old enough to 
understand that the other 
children took away our 
parents attention from 

my brother and I. I was 
old enough to resent it, 
and not old enough to 
understand it. Although 
this sounded troumatic, it 
was in fact just a 

normal life in a good 
family. In most things we 
were content and happy 
even with the usual 
problems of childhood. 

Yet all good and happy 
things in this world must 
end, if just to prove how 
good things were before. 
This tale is no different. 
The summer that saw my 
ninth year is when the 
world changed for me. 

The change was drastic. 
In what felt like seconds 
the blue sky turned red, 
the day turned into night, 
the sent of fresh grass 
and hay turned into the 
smell of blood and 
entrails. The good people 
of my town turned into 
corpses, and the green 
horrors called the orcs 


turned into death 
incarnate. My father 
burst into our house, and 
we all cowered in fear, 
for our father had also 
changed. Now he was a 
bloodied warrior stinking 
of death, blood dripping 
from his longsword. He 
yelled at us to go to our 
mother, who was also 
Fighting by the inn. He 
told us to run, screamed 
at us to get us moving. 
Even as we started 
forward a huge and 

blocky blade descended 
from nowhere and loudly 
bit into my father's side. 
In a fraction of a 

moment my father moved 
faster than a blur, and 
something came ying into 
the house. It rolled up to 
me and stopped. A large 
green thing with hatefull 
eyes and yellowed teeth 
stared up at me, its 

mouth still moving, trying 
to bite me. I ran. I did 
what my father told me 

to, leading my siblings to 
my mother as my father 
was dieing fighting orcs, 
trying to keep them 
ocupied long enough for 
us to get away. I 

suppose he did die there, 
placeing himself between 
his family and the hoard 
of Orcs that had 

appeared. I know in my 
heart that he took more 
of them with him than 
could be counted. Perhaps 
the warriors creed that 
states that the slain will 
serve the warrior in the 
afterlife is true. If so 


then my father is served 
by legions of fallen orcs. 
If not then hopefully 
those orcs are burning in 
hell. As I was leading my 
sibs to where my mother 
was supposed to be we 
encountered a group of 
those evil dealers of 
death. Without talking, a 
decision was made 

between my brother and I 
about who would be the 
bait, and who would lead 
the smaller children. As 
the eldest, even by but a 
few minuets, I took the 
task that would most 
likely mean my death. 
Running ahead I slammed 
into the leader of the 
group, or at least the 
one who seemed to be 

the leader of the group. 
He was the only one 
wearing proper armor, and 
so he was the one I 
attacked. I had such an 
masterful plan that I 
sugesst no one else ever 
try it. Simply run into 
the leader, knock him 
over, then run away, 
keeping their attention 
long enough for the rest 
of the family to get 
away. Not the smartest 
thing to do, but then I 
was nine, afraid, and my 
world had already 
descended into hell. Death 
could only improve things 
at that time, and I 
believe had I died it would 
have been an improvement 
on that day of change. It 
did work. The leader went 
down like a tall tree, and 
he had great trouble 


getting back up. It took 
several of the orcs with 
him to help him rise, and 
it was then that I saw 
his armor. The crest, the 
design, the shape, 
everything about his 
breastplate screamed of 
my father. If this thing 
wore his armor then 

there was no doubt that 
he was dead. Nothing 
short of death would 

have alllowed this 
monstrosity, this green 
abomination of nature, 
this thing, to possess my 
fathers armor. Only the 
knowledge that my mother 
and brothers were 
depending on me kept me 
going after that. The 
world became less real, 
the terror not quite 
there, and death was my 
only companion. Tripping 
over the bodies of those 
I had called friends, and 
their parents, blood lieing 
in pools everywhere as if 
a giant painter had 
splattered his red paint 
over everything. The few 
places where you could 
see out of the smoke 

was a scene froma 
nightmare so horrible that 
I no longer remember 

what I saw that day,. I 
only remember the feeling 
of it. Horror at every 
turn. Would I see 

someone else I knew? 
Another blood splattered 
corpse? A limb, a head, a 
torso? Every turn was a 
wrong decision that either 
brought forth a green 
skinned horror, or a blood 


drenched one. Nothing was 
right, nothing was good, 
It was an antithesis of 
my life up to that point, 
all of the good had 
turned to evil and 
despair, blood and ruin, 
death and decay. Yet 
somehow I survived. After 
I had eluded persuit by 
the orcs I tried to find 
my mother. By the inn 

my father had said. I 
felt for my twin and 
looked for my mother... 
and found niether. Not 
bieng able to feel my 
brother meant he was 

far away, dead, or ina 
coma. Even when he was 
sleeping or knocked out I 
could feel him as long as 
his mind was still 
thinking. I could only 
dread the worst. Later I 
found it was head trauma 
that had put him ina 
coma. My mother had 
somehow made it 

to Empath Abby, for she 
was dieing. She knew that 
there the children would 
be cared for. 
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